The Chronicle History 

At fuch a eonuoy, who came off braucly,who was fliot 
Who difgracedjwhat tetmes the enemy flood on. * 
And this they con perfc<ftly inphrafe ofwarre. 

Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes/ 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits 
Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you muft learne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or elfe you may meruellotifly be miftooke. 

F/w.Cortaine Captaine Gower, it is not the man, 
Lookc you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time fhall ferue, I (hall tell him a little 
Of my defires .• heere comes his Maiefty. 

Enter King , Clarence,(jtefier.and others. 

King. How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge? 
Flew A and it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

King. What men haue you loft Flewetten } 

Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great, 

V ery rcafonably great,but for our owne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neucr a man,vnlcfle it be one 
For robbing ofaChurch,one H or dot fe ,if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs, 

And pumples,and hisbre3th blowesat hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes red,fometimes plew ; 

But God be prailed,now his nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King. We would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giue expreffe commandement. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid fo.r ; none of che French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfuil language : 

For when cruelty atid lenity play for a Kingdomc, 

The gentleft gamefteris the fooncr winner, 

Enter 


of Henry the fift. 

Enter the French Herauli, 

Her Aid . You know me by my habite, 

&'»£.Well thcn,we know thee, 

What fhould we know of thee? 

Her My Matters minde. Ktng.Vmoia it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Barry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantage is a better fouldier then rafhnefie : 

Although we did feemedead,we did but flumber. 

Now wc fpeake vpon ourkue,& our voycc is imperial!, 
England fhall repent her folly,fce her ralhneffe. 

And admire our fuffcrance.Which to tanfomc, 

His pettinefl’e would bow vnder: 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 

For the difgracc wc haue borne.himfelfe kneeling 
At our fecte,a we Ac and worthleffc fatisfaction. 

To this, addc defiance. 

So much from the King my Matter. 

King.VVhit is thy name ? wc know thy quality. 

Herald. Montioj. . . 

JCwg.Thou doft thy office fairejeturne theebacke. 

And tell thy King,I do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to CallU ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confeffe fo much 

Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers arc with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leCTened,and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French: 

Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon onepaire of Englifh legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

Yet God forgiue me,thatl do brag thus; 

Your aire of France hath blowne this vice in me. 

I muft tepcntjgo tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfomeis this fraile and worthleffe body, 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 



